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p, up and away ... Ray's taking ECTO-2 out for a 

spin in the sensational seventy-sixth issue of THE 
REAL GHOSTBUSTERS! When things start disappearing 
in New York, it’s Ray Stantz who is volunteered to seek 
them out. Will he ever learn to avoid the directionless 
void, though? 

Whilst we're on the subject of brilliant stories, 
Ghouldini is the After-worlds escapologist, and 
he’s terrifying the locals who frequent the Bavarian Bar 
and Grill. There’ll be no escape for him, though, when 
the Real Ghostbusters arrive on the scene. 

There's more fiendish fun in the form of Unbustable! 
and Spooky Seeds! and Winston has to confront a 
spooky staircase that’s gone a bit off the rails in 
Stairway to Spookiness! Plus all your usual fantastic 
features, so get reading! 
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SOME REALLY WEIRD 
HAPPENING THING |S HAPPEN 
HIER! | AM GOING OUT OF 
MEIN ROCKER! YOU MUST 
GET HleR BEFORE IT 
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THE SOUNDS Bh HMM...A DEFINITE 
CAME FROM THE BK.E.* READING, BUT 
WATERFRONT! THE SOURCE HAS 

3 VANISHED... 


| THINK A TRIP TO 
HE £(BRARY COULD 
BE IN ORDER! 


OPPY POG MEETS 

THE KING BUNNY? I'VE 
BEEN LOOKING FOR THIS 
FOR AGES! 


ACCORDING AND THIS TIME | 
£5 TO THIS BOOK, AM WANTINGK SOME 
THIS WATERFRONT IS THE SPECIAL EFFECTS! 


HE WAS DROPPED INTO THE y TIME FOR YOUR DIP, RAY- 
WATER, TIED UF IN A SAFE... GIVE MY REGARDS 
BUT HE WEVER EMERGED! | THINK: TO THE PIRANHAS! 


BELIEVABLE! 
YOU MEAN HE 
COULD STILL, LIKE, 


| WOW! THERES A & 


REAL NASTY, 
DOESN'T HE. 


THERE'S NO ESCAPE FOR YOU 
THIS TIME, GHOLILI ! 


THIS 1S YouR 
FINAL ENCORE, 
CHUM! 


as TEE, 
DID YOu Z 
HAVE TO SAY 
THAT, RAYZ, 


As you are now well aware, 
our dimension of the Mortal 
Plane is but one of many 
interlocking dimensions 
that are separated by tissue 
thin barriers of occult force, 
through which the super- 
natural travel at will and 
pay us regular visits. These 
random excursions from 
one dimension to the next 
have caused many holes to 
appear in the _ inter- 
dimensional barriers (being 
as they are tissue thin, and 
therefore vulnerable to 
attack by anything stronger 
than, say, a wet Q-tip). Jack 
Wermis, amateur spook- 
sleuth and much published 
occultist, recently pointed 
out that the whole fabric of 
Space/Time must resemble a 
Swiss Cheese by now, as it is 
so riddled with holes. Agnes 
Wahitap, of Spook! maga- 
zine countered by saying it 
probably resembled an 
Emmental cheese. Rudi 
Spatz of Harvard then 
remarked that Emmental 
was a Swiss Cheese and this 
rather made Ms Wahltap’s 
comment as pointless as a 
broken pencil. Ms Wahltap 
then explained that in her 
opinion, Mr Spatz ought to 
exit the argument faster 
than something unmention- 
able off a shiny shovel, and 
provided useful diagrams to 
back up her suggestion. This 
highly complex theoretical 
debate will no doubt con- 
tinue for some time. 

The point is that the fabric 
of Space/Time, be it as 
wholly holey as Emmental, 


or Ray's socks (which has 
more than the holes in 
common with Swiss 
Cheese), is definitely in a 
shabby state of repair. 

If you've ever worked in a 
place that has those double- 
action sprung swing-doors 
in it, you'll know that once 
in a while, the spring- 
loading gives up the ghost 
(no pun intended) and 
bounces you back the 
wrong way. When this 
happens, as you know, they 
send for a little caretaker 
man, who trundles in and 
spends all day repairing 
them. Well, | say repairing 
them. He spends seventy 
percent of the day chatting 
to you about the state of 
the country and the result 
of Saturday's match, twenty 
per cent of the day at lunch 
and the rest fiddling in the 
hinges with the end of a 


pipe cleaner. 

I'm straying from the point. 
The ‘swing doors’ in and out 
of the Supercosmos are 
playing up at the moment, 
bouncing people the wrong 
way and generally flapping 
about for no good reason. 
This is causing a great num- 
ber of Dimensional Flux — 
like massive supernatural 
vacuum cleaners that suck 
in individuals and spit them 
out somewhere entirely 
unexpected, 

Only the other week, John 
Nesbit, travelling overnight 
from Boston to New York, 
found himself in Vancouver, 
but this may have had a lot 
more to do with the fact 
that the pot noodle he was 
eating was the same shade 
of red as the freeways on his 
survey map, than to the 
vagaries of the Dimension 
Flux. Dimensional Flux is 
however being blamed for a 
great number of disappear- 
ances. Jack Wermis says it's 
caused the sinking of Atlan- 
tis and the Bermuda 
Triangle. Rudy Spatz blames 
it for the Isosceles Triangle, 
the Eternal Triangle. and the 
Cheese Spread Triangle. 
Agnes Wahlitrap holds it 
responsible for the dis- 
appearance of Sherbet Dib 
Dabs and Penny Chews, but, 
as Spatz and Wermis 
recently pointed out, Ms 
Wahltrap is about as per- 
ceptive as a deaf and blind 
slow-worm hibernating at 
the bottom of a Pacific 
trench in a block of indust- 
rial concrete. 


©. WHAT GOES SPLASH 
SPLASH, SPLASH, SPLASH, SPLASH, 
SPLASH, SPLASH, SPLASH? 
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Lurking at the bottom of every tasty 
bowl of ‘Knorr Mysteries of the Deep’ 
soup are exciting coloured pasta shapes 
for you to discover, Octopuses, sharks, 
skull and crossbones.... 


Dive into your favourite flavours, 
2S) chicken, tomato or vegetable. 
Who knows what else is lurking 
for you down there? 
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It's horrific and ghastly and 
what's more, it’s a true tale of ter! 
Dare you read on? 


ne tale of 
terror was 
born in the 
early 1920's. 
A certain 
stretch of road on 
Dartmoor in Devon 
became the setting for a 
series of horrifying inci- 
dents that simply cannot 
be explained by the scien- 
tific, or logical. They 
Started on a_ relatively 
small scale — pony. traps 
were overturned, horses 
shied and bolted, and a 
cyclist crashed into a wall 
after feeling his handle- 
bars being wrenched 
from his grasp. Subse- 
quent occurences were 
even more. frightening 
and bizarre. One night, a 
doctor. was travelling 
along the road with his 
two. children in the side- 
car of his motorbike. All 
three were nearly killed 
when the engine literally 
detached itself from the 
bike. 
Then, one day, the entity 
decided to put in an 


appearance — and it was 
then that its full horror 
became apparent. An 
army officer claimed that 
a huge pair of hairy hands 
had covered his own and 
taken over the steering 
wheel of his vehicle. In 
1921, the local authority 
actually decided the 
situation had become 
grave enough to warrant 
digging up the road and 
re-laying it. But to no 
avail. Soon after, a young 
couple on holiday in their 
caravan, decided to park 
in a lay-by for the night, 
as a heavy fog had 
formed. The woman 
hadn’t been asleep long, 
when she was awoken by 
an odd scratching noise 
outside. To her absolute 
horror she realized sud- 
denly that the noise was 
not coming from outside 
after all, and looked 
towards the window 
above her sleeping hus- 
band. There, crawling 
across the glass on the 
inside, was an enormous 


pair of hairy hands! 
Since then, there have 
been various hoax sight- 
ings of the hands. But a 
few cannot be ignored. 
One in particular is 
enough to send shivers 
down: your spine. 
Florence Warwick, a 
twenty-eight year old 
holiday maker, was 
parked at the side of the 
road; her car had started 
to judder, and she had 
pulled over to look at the 
handbook. Suddenly, she 
had a terrible feeling that 
she was being watched, 
and looked up to see the 
disembodied hands 
crawling across her wind- 
screen. 

After nearly 70 years of 
bizarre accidents, who 
can say that the hands do 
not exist? There can be no 
doubt that there is some- 
thing strange going on in 
Dartmoor, and it cannot 
be be dismissed by the 


sceptics. rh 
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SPENOTHRIFT'S “Se 


SURPRISED EVEN aie 
A GHOST WOULO & 
BE SEEN DEAD 


AH, THERE JUST TELL ME WHERE 
YOU ARE. You'Re THE GHOST IS, MR 
LATE / TIME IS SPENOTHRIFT. 

it 


money / — — 


AT THE 
prices You 
CHARGE, You 

CAN FIND ouT 
YOURSELF / 


WEIROER. A THIS YOU HEADCASE 
TALKING STAIRCASE, OR NLL 


THIS JOB GETS STOP ACTING LIKE ey 
STAIRCASE / HAVE TO BUST YoU ! 


THE PKe* 
METER'S GOING 
CRAZY. THE 
GHOST MUST 
BE CLOSE By. 
IS IT UPSTAIRS 

oR... 


GOING uP / 
GOING DOWN / 1S & 
WHO: THAT $0, You 
ARE You FLAT-FOOTED 
STAIRING OAF > WELL, TALK 
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11 GO RIGHT 
OFF THE RAILS / 


CREAKY 50B/ 
CREAKY 508 /, 


GLO' 


you'd BETTER 
STOP THAT OR 


| HAVE THE 
ANSWER. 


LET GO OF ME, YOu 


BARMY BANISTER / | WON'T 
HARM YOU IF YOU TELL 


ME WHY YOU'RE 50. 


CARPET ?! THAT 


RIFIED STEPLADDER’S 


GOT ANOTHER THINK 
COMING. BUST IT, | SAY / 


ITHINK YOU'LL FIND 
CARPETT ING THE 
STAIRCASE MAY HAVE 

ITS ADVANTAGES... 


IT'S SPENOTURIFT, IM FED UP W 
WITH HIM WALKING ALL OVER 
ME. MY JOISTS ACHE, JUST 
LOOK AT MY BOARDS. 
THEY'RE SO BARE / 


LOOK AT MY LOVELY 

NEW CARPET. IT'S A SY 

GENUINE AXMINSTER. 
UM 50 HAPPY / 


Sy q 
WHEEEE / 11M CW 
PLEASED | . 


> =a 
THIS MUST BE WHAT 1) 
THEY CALL THE RED 
CARPET TREATMENT / JY 
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YZ o| AS THIS VIDEO FROM OUR ATTACK 
4 PLANES SHOWS, IAS 
ACTION FORCE HOPELESSLY 
OUT- GUNNE? ONCE 
AGAIN’ 


Script she Art Colours 
DAN ABNETT STEWART JOHNSON EUAN PETERS 


"Letters 


HEL 


CODENAME G./., Joe, ARE J 
AND OUT-NUMBEREDP ayour FORCE: ES. 


HER! 'E WE SEE 
TWo OF ITS SENIOR OFFICERS, 
HAWK AND SCARLETT, JUST PRIOR 
bd irr Serer tell, ald € 
x DOS LAST WEEK 


esa 
"OSE Us: 
MORE! VICTORY (SOURS! 


ACTION FORCE HAS il ~ LOOK AT THIS’ AN ENTIRE A.F. CONVOY 
IECOME RIDICULOUS Yai AEN OUT BYA SURPRISE RATTLER 
ATTACK IN THE GULF! 


Ueare oad cogeec 
WE &% SOM THING 
AGourtiT, GWEN RASTIC'S 


LADIES ANDGENTLEMAN, 
TODAY SEES THE FOUNDA - 
TION OF 6:1. JOE... 


TRANS-ATLANTIC 


TREATY 


I, the undersigned, 
hereby salute the flags of the United Kingdom 
and the United States of America 
and swear loyalty to the joining forces of 
G.I. JOE and ACTION FORCE 


SIGNATURE 


CODE NAME 


There are no obstacles too great. 
G.I. JOE the ACTION FORCE will continue 
to stride ahead to defeat COBRA the enemy 
and ensure good reigns over evil. 


/auwk F bia 


Brigadier General Warrant Officer 
James M. Abernathy David R. Faireborn 


Please sign the Treaty above as a statement of your continued Name: Date of Birth: 


loyalty to G.I. Joe the Action Force, and to prove you have 


witnessed this exciting event, why not cut it out and pin it up in 
your Action Force Headquarters. 


o Address: 
To register your support with us here at Headquarters, please 
complete the details below. Cut out the coupon and send it to: 
Action Force/G.I Joe H.Q. 
PO Box 26 
Wallingford Oxon OX10 0EE 
We can then keep you in touch with any Special Offers available. County: Postcode: 


The Real Ghostbusters are here! 
col! 
tbusting 
heroes to the most fiendish Haunted Humans 
But hurry, they have a habit of disappearir 


“All products subject to availability. 
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LUNCHTIME 


Story DAN ABNETT (3) Art BRIAN WILLIAMSON and DAVE HARWOOD 
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2 am 


Ray’s hungry! He’s lost, he’s in a directionless void! Will the biscuits last 
until he either finds a way out, or locates a nearby eaterie! 


f Ray ever arrived a little late for lunch 

at his favourite deli (Bernie's Big Beefie 
Brasserie — eat all you can for three 
dollars, coffee extra) they tended to be 
right out of pastrami or curried pasta 
salad, and that was sure to ruin his day, 
because there’s nothing worse than 
finding there isn’t any more of your 
favourite sandwich filling. 
It was a bit of a shock, therefore, when 
Ray turned up one Tuesday to find that 
he was so late there wasn’t even any 
more of his favourite sandwich bar. 
Bernie’s had vanished into thin air, 
leaving an empty lot and a queue of 
rather surprised and hungry customers. 
This all seemed to Ray to be something 
that needed a bit of investigation, so he 
went back to HQ to consult the others. 
Peter, Egon and Winston were all 
crowded in front of the TV, watching 
news report after news report of things 
disappearing all over the city: shops, 
buses, trees, bridges, pizzas etc. 
Egon had a theory. Using readings he’d 
obtained from vacant bus stops, fallen 
leaves and stray olives, he’d worked out 
there was a powerful dimensional flux 
striking areas of New York at random, 
and whisking off bits and pieces into 
another ... place. “Place?” asked the 
others, “can't you think of a better word 
than ‘place’?” 
Egon said that he was afraid he couldn't. 
Any other word would have been too 
specific, and frankly he didn’t know what 
was on the other side of the flux 
gateway. 
What the Ghostbusters had to do, Egon 
advised, was take up a package of 
sensitive instruments in ECTO-2, and take 
clear readings of the city from which a 
better idea of the flux’s size and power 
could be deduced. Peter said that was 
okay, Egon could borrow his Sunburst 
Humbucker phase-effect custom six 
string electric guitar, as long as he 


promised not to damage it in any way as 
it was particularly ‘sensitive’. Egon told 
Peter that the Sunburst was not quite the 
sort of ‘sensitive instrument’ he had been 
meaning. Ray, for his part, helped 
Winston to his feet, as the latter was 
writhing on the carpet in hysterical 
laughter, pointing at Peter and repeat- 
ing ‘He meant it! He really meant it! 
Once they'd all calmed Winston down, 
and persuaded Peter it really wasn’t 
worth sulking about, Egon and Ray 
assembled the instrument package and 
strapped it onto the landing gear of 
ECTO-2. Outside it was beginning to rain 
and a storm was clearly falling over the 
city. “We need a volunteer” said Egon. 
Ten minutes later, Ray was volunteered 
and airborne, the powerful rotors of 
Ecto-2 lifting him clear of the grimy city 
to the open sky where there was nothing 
at all to get in his way, spoil the view or 
shield him from the freezing, driving rain. 
“Circle round at five thousand feet and 
then head West,” said Egon over the 
radio from the nice warm HQ. “Start your 
scanning.” 

Ray threw a few switches and the 
instrument package began to do all 
those things an instrument package gets 
to do. Bleep, tweep, whirr and yib yib 
yib. That sort of thing. 

As he headed west, Ray realised he was 
still hungry (he never had got his teeth 
into that pastrami sandwich). He found 
some stale Cheddar biscuits in the glove 
box, but they weren't going to keep the 
wolf from the door forever. Sooner or 
later, he'd have to let it out. 

As he pondered the subject of hunger 
and malnutrition a little more Ray 
realised a few things. 1) It wasn’t raining 
on him anymore. 2) He could no longer 
hear Egon wittering away with “Turn 
North North-West and Increase the cycles 
to one over ninety three...” 3) He could 
see Bernie’s deli just up ahead. 


Looking down, Ray saw nothing at all. 
The view above and to all sides was 
pretty much the same. The only things in 
sight were Bernie’s deli, a bus, a few 
trees, a bridge and a large crowd of 
people grouped about a mile ahead of 
him and six hundred feet lower. The odd 
pizza scattered about the place. Funny 
that, mused Ray. A guy turns away for 
two minutes while he gets a few 
Cheddar biscuits from the glove box and 
what do you know? He flies straight 
through a dimensional flux and into a 
limbo-like nether region of directionless 
voids. | wonder if Bernie's got any curried 
Pasta salad left? 

Ray landed and strolled over to the deli. 
A crowd of people, who a few hours 
before had been eating lunch, crossing 
the bridge, riding on the bus or hiding 
up a tree, were lounging about eating 
doughnuts and pizza. A few of them 
waved to Ray. Ray wandered up to the 
bar and smiled at Bernie. 


1% 


_ 


“Yo, Mr Stantz, how are youz today?” 
inquired Bernie. 

“Fine, Bernie. How's tricks?” 

“So-so. Weather’s pretty good consider- 
ing this is Limbo, don’t you think? 
What'll it be?” 

“Hash brownies, eggs easy over, sausage, 
ham, tomatoes, milk shake and a 
coffee.” 

“Coming right up” said Bernie, and as he 
turned away, Ray’s radio unit beeped at 
him. Ray thumbed it on to hear this: “Ray 
Stantz. This is Egon Spengler. | don't 
know if you can hear me. We have 
isolated the flux core using the informa- 
tion you gathered and are now arrang- 
ing to drain a few thousand mega-watts 
of power from the national grid t6 knock 
out the flux and free you all. Don’t 
worry. Repeat don’t worry. Don’t allow 
anyone to panic and please stay calm. 
You will all be free in an hour or so.” 
“Me?” said Ray. “Panic? I’m in heaven.” 
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A NO-BUST SITUATION / 
| COULDN'T SEE THE 
SPOOK FOR SLIME / 


THIS DOESN'T USUALLY hes f | AM INOEED...BUT 1 CAN'T 
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60 THERE 
YOU ARE... 
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TO COAT WW 


ORESIGHT 
\Y BOOTS 


IN A SPECIAL 
ANTI-ECTOPLASM 
FORMULA. 


PERHAPS...IF | HADN'T L-7/ 


IMPRESSIVE...MOST IMPRESSIVE / 
BUT SURELY THE INFERNAL STENCH 
IN HERE WILL OVERPOWER ‘YOU IN 
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HEY, IT'S A 
FAIR COP! 
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ECTO-X: the perfect 
Ghostbusting machine! Or 
was he? Well, in a word, no. 

This was basically because, % 0 
like all pieces of machinery, 
ECTO-X was highly 4 
susceptible to being as 
possessed by passing 
demons and spooks. This is 
precisely what happened, of 
course. He went from being 
the role model of robotic 
efficiency to a relentless 
rust-bucket of pure evil and 
destruction! It has been said 
that the more complicated a 
piece of machinery is, the 
more there is that can go 
wrong with it. The same 
could be said of ECTO-X. His 
built-in Trap, PKE meter and 
Sniffer, his Spectro-Visor 
Unit, his lon Particle Flux 
Capacitator with attached 
Proton Gun, or Rapid-Fire 
Ecto-splat Gun, and the fact 
that he was powered by a 
Nuclear Accelerator all 
probably had something to 
do with this. 

Anyway, he was certainly 
Possessed by a particularly 
savage Matrix Demon, which 
had obvious pleasure in 
making light of the robot's 
memory circuits. Thus, Egon 
was compelled to conclude 
of his invention: if you want 
something done properly, 
you have to do it yourself! 


1 BEG YOuR 
PARDON, SLIMER ? 
THIS IS A HEATING 

SHOW ROOM! 


THAT NOT WHAT 
YOUR BIG SIGN 
SAY _OUTSIDEEE '! 


SEE HEE! 
FREE NOSH UPS 
FOR A MONTH! 
YUP! 


Slimer wants your 
jokes! Send‘em 
to; SLIME TIME 

Marvel Comics Ltd 

13/15 Arundel Street 
London 
wc2 


What do you call a spider with 
no legs? 

A currant! 

— Sam, Manchester 


What do ghosts wear in the 
rain? 

A caghoul! 

— Nicholas Lown, Grimsby 


What did Spiderman’s children 
say to him? 

Hello daddy long legs! 

— Keith Hobson, Bexhill-on- 
Sea 


Why did the young astronaut 
keep a loaf of bread in his 
comic? 

Because he liked crummy 
jokes! 

— Andrew Davies, Dearnley 


Why did the skeleton go to 
the chinese restaurant? 

To get some spare ribs! 

— Jamie Paul, Grimsby 


What do dogs play at discos? 
Pup music! 
— Alan Mason, Cheshire 


AH, THIS MUST 
BE THE SPECIAL 
SEED OFFER | 
SENT OFF FoR/ 


PLACE THE KOOPS SEED IN COMPOST 
OR BEODING SOIL, WATER THOROUGHLY 
AND WITHIN HOURS THE PLANT WILL 
BE BLOOMING 1 IDEAL FOR WINDOW 


THE Bet GH2@STBUSTERS 


THIS WILL 
SOON BRIGHTEN 
THIS DREARY 
PLACE UPA BIT / 
THE OTHERS 
MIGHT NOT CARE 
ABOUT THEIR 
SURROUNDINGS, 
BUTI COs 


| DON'T BELIEVE IT FOR ONE MINUTE / 
STILL, I'LL GO AND DO SOME SHOPPING 
AND TAKE A LOOK WHEN | COME BACK / 


| BET THAT SEED’S A RIP-OFF...JUST 
LIKE ALL THE OTHER SPECIAL OFFERS 
IN RAY'S OCCULT MAGAZINE / 1 DOUBT 


HEY, LOOK / 
DON'T You 


woRK 
IF I'LL EVEN GET A PLANT Apia IT, THERE ? 


LET ALONE A BLOOM 


sme, 


te 
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LSHOULO HAVE. IT'S NO GOOD DOING 
KNOWN A SI "| 
FROM AN OCCULT i ¥ 
MAGAZINE COULD GET A PROTON 
UL ACK ON MY. C 
EUs eran WOULD 
He LI TS 
So GREEN ity MINE: ¢ 


TAKE THAT, YOU WEED! NOTHING'S 
GONNA STOP ME GETTING TO THE 
ROOT OF THIS PROBLEM / 


THERE SHOULO \I] 


Be PLENTY OF 
GROWING ROOM |}} 
IN THERE / 


yuK { 
FLOWERS / 


| 


STN tot ee ae) So 


Look out! It’s the 


MIGHTY 
MARVEL 
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[THE BOG PAPER 4 Loo’s yourself in our brilliant new release. Here's the 
run-down on a few engaging characters: There’s Flush Gordon the sewer-lurking 
‘Superhero’, Doctor Phoo, who's lavie doubles up as a Time-Travelling Tardis, 
plus there's Chicken Vindaloo, The Gents, King John, Spenda Penny - are 
rates the picture? All this at just 35 pee, go on, make it your no. 1 (or even 
No, 2! 


[THE REAL GHOSTBUSTERS 76 Is it a bird? Is it a plane? Or is it Ray 
playing at the controls in our Abnett, Williamson and Harwood story, Lunchbreak 
In Limbo? Heard the one about the escapologist spook? Well, brush up your 
spook’s fear in our Ghouldini tale by Dakin, Williamson and Harwood. Plus, 
there's loads more goodies, so escape and buy your copy now! 


[THE INCREDIBLE HULK PRESENTS 8 Oklahoma, where the winds blow 
to a dramatic climax in our latest Hulk episode. Indiana Jones gets into heavy 
metal as he floats across Germany in a Zeppelin. There's Action Force adventure, 
and the first part of our Doctor Who story: Who’s That Girl? All this together with 
FREE Gi Joe/Action Force comic. 


©) THE PUNISHER 17 It’s not usual practice for Mister P to break into jail to 

free a mass murderer, so what's he up to this time? Read Castle Technique by 

Baron, Portacio and Williams, and find out what the blazes is going on! Meanwhile, 

an ex-member of the Viet Cong continues his tragic story of the struggle for 

eeu) and independence in the second part of Good Old Days by Murray and 
fansant. 


[TRANSFORMERS 245 Underworld is our latest offering by Furman and 
Anderson. This spooky mini-epic uncovers a life of underground misery (and | 
don’t mean the Northern line!) Megatron reveals all in Resurrection Gambit, and 
follow Outback as he breaks for the border in the final part of Evasion. 
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